ODE  ON THE PROCLAMATION
EPODK
All the lights of the sweet heaven that sing together; All the years of the green earth that bare man free; Rays and lightnings of the fierce or tender weather, Heights and lowlands, wastes and headlands of the
sea. Dawns and sunsets, hours that hold the world in tether,
Be our witnesses and seals of things to be. Lo the mother, the Republic universal,
Hands that hold time fast, hands feeding men with
might,
Lips that sing the song of the earth, that make rehearsal ' Of all seasons, and the sway of day with night, Eyes that see as from a mountain the dispersal, The huge ruin of things evil, and the flight; Large exulting limbs, and bosom godlike moulded Where the man-child hangs, and womb wherein he
lay; Veiy life that could it die would leave the soul dead,
Face whereat all fears and forces flee away, Breath that moves the world as winds a flower-bell
folded,
Feet that trampling the gross darkness beat out day. In the hour of pain and pity, Sore spent, a wounded city,
Her foster-child seeks to her, stately where she stands; In the utter hour of woes, Wind-shaken, blind with blows, Paris lays hold upon her, grasps her with child's hands;